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Red Lion Ingredients Are 
So Expensive We Lose Money 
on Every Bottle. 


ED LION Flavors are often called for short, “the most expensive non-alcoholic 

gin, rye and Scotch cooking flavors to make in the world.” We use no corks except 
those grown on the estates of the ex-hereditary Dukes of Granada. The bottles are 
made only from sand taken from the most exclusive Continental beaches. As we say, 
we lose money on every bottle, but we make it up in— well, you know how. 


SO WHAT? 
Why the altruism? Because we believe that What This Depression Needs Is a Good 
50c Flavor. And Red Lion, we are proud to say, is cutting down the cost of hospitality 
in thousands of homes. The result of our strivings is that Red Lion really does give 
better results—and the cost to you is less than most. But the coup de grace is that 
the bottle is graduated for convenience in mixing. If your grocer or druggist hasn't 
Red Lion, write a letter of protest to your favorite newspaper. Or write us. 


W. A. TAYLOR & COMPANY, INC, 


12 Vestry Street New York City 


RED LION 


IMITATION 


Gin, Rye, Scotch, etc., Cooking Flavors 


These are the most expen- 
sive daisies in the world. 

e id to be introduced 
to them in order to make 
this photograph. 








Jack SHUTTLEWoRTH, Editor 


)c.& 147627 


GeoRGE JEAN NATHAN 





RICHARD J. WALSH 


Siwney S. Lenz, Contributing Editors 





JUDGING THE NEWS 





A’ we understand Mr. Hoover's plan, 

the public is supposed to draw 
money out of the banks to buy gov- 
ernment bonds to provide funds for 
bolstering up banks that money has 
been drawn out of. 


ND we've always wanted to visit a 
big radio station, particularly to 
see the room where they age jokes. 


~TANDEL LINN 


Pe 'etenvs of Mr. Garner are trying to 

establish his eligibility for the 
Presidency by pointing out that Texas 
is really in the West and not in the 
South. 


T Democrats seem to be using 

Prohibition tactics. They want to 
cart away the Republican 
from Washington. 


fixtures 


Ax» there may be very few people in 
*™ theatres these days, but one thing 
is certain—they all sit directly in 
front of us. 


— HE fox-trot, we 


read, consists of taking two steps 
forward and six steps back. It should 
be the most popular dance in years 


season’s newest 


with our legislators. 








ENGINEER—JW e'd better throw some over our shoulders! 
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Income Tax Day News 


Yorrsvitte, N. Y., March 15th.— 

Assistant Chief O'Reilly has had 
charge of police headquarters this 
week. Chief Flaherty has been at 
filling out income-tax blanks. 

Chicago, I1l.—Police today discov 
ered a new method of racketeering. 
Gangsters all over the city are being 
shaken down by impostors who claim 
to be expert accountants and adept at 
filing out income-tax blanks. 

Cleve | ind, Ohio. Instead of filing 
his income-tax sheet this vear, H. M. 
Doty, of this city, has requested th 
government to pay him. 

Boston, Mass.—S. R. Jopp, of this 
city, went suddenly mad today while 
filing his income-tax returns. Jopp is 
a proprietor of a miniature golt 
course, 

New York, N. Y.—Tony Ruggerie, 
owner of Chez Tony’s on Forty-fifth 
Street, telephoned in to Federal Tax 
Headquarters to find out whether the 
fact that he supports sixteen police- 








men entitles him to any exemptions. 


—ARTHUR SILVERBLATI e 


“Here y’are, Jimmie! 


Mismanagement Somewhere 


HERE had been a railroad wreck, 

and many persons were killed. As 
the head-on crash occurred directly in 
front of a switch tower, and presum 
ably could have been avoided by the 
proper manipulation of interlocking 
levers, it was deemed essential that 
those officials conducting the inquest 
should hear from the man in the tower. 
So they got him on the stand. 

“What did you see? Tell us about 
og they said. 

“Well, it was like this,” he testified, 
“T’m looking up the track and I see 
No. 48 coming down about eighty 
miles an hour! Then I look up the 
other side on the same track and 
there’s No. 23 coming in like a guy 
with his shirt afire. Both of ’em 
makin’ eighty an hour—and comin’ 
head-on.” 

“And what did you do?” demanded 
the officials, straining in their excite 
ment. 

“Well, I says to myself: What a 
hell of a way to run a railroad!” 


Cuet SHAFER 


Ambitious Womanhood 


THINK it would be very nice 
And add a modicum of spice 
To my existence if I could 
Adopt a life of sin for good. 
Maraaret Fisnpack 
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“Boy! Them were the days!” 


Games We Love Not to Play 
Chess 
(Cues is a game for brilliant minds; 
we do not like it. It goes back 
to medieval days, when they had 
knights and things like that, and our 
only regret is that it didn’t stay there. 
Chess pieces consist of sixteen pieces, 
of which a vast majority are pawns. 
Pawns cannot do anything except get 
in the way of your own pieces, making 
them very valuable to the opponent 
until he has captured them. 

The queen is the big shot in chess, 
being much more powerful than the 
king, just as in real life. A queen can 
move all over the board without warn- 
ing, and usually does. The object of 
the game is to capture the king and 
finish the fracas in time for a late 
dinner. Beginners at chess are in- 
clined to be impatient and take only 
fifteen minutes to think up a move. 
You can’t get anywhere by rushing 
through like that. 

Good chess players are named Ca- 
sabliewitz and things like that. They 
come from the Balkans and open the 
game with the Queen’s Gambit De- 
clined. This is a variation of the 
Warner off-tackle play with the cas- 
tles shifting instead of the end. I do 
not know why they always decline 
this, but they do. We go them one 
better by declining to play at all. 

You ought to know something about 
the other pieces. Like the bishops, 
for instance. The bishops are nonde- 


, 


to bust 


ae 


your 


script - looking things which move 
catty-cornered. They cannot go by a 
red light. The castles, on the other 
hand, move sidewise, which is very 
illogical. The knights are called 
knights because they look like horses 
and are even crazier in their move- 
ments than real ones. They go two 
squares in one direction and one in 
another or vice versa, not having 
sense enough to cut across and con- 
serve their energy. 

There is great intellectual diversion 
to be derived from chess. We are sure 
of this, because it gives us a headache. 
There is nothing like intellectual di- 
version. An argument in favor of the 
game is that the pieces make lovely 
playthings for the baby. 

—ParkE CUMMINGS 
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“Aw gee, lady, give us back our ball. We didn’t mean 


window.” 


rr 
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HOLDING THE, BAG 
A Projected Monument to the Great American Public 


Dr Seuss 
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LATE EVENTS 


T= funeral cortege of Clarence Leary, popular citizen 
and local wit, was the first to pass through the new 
safety gates at the turnpike R. R. crossing. 

Mr. Leary was noted as a practical joker, and “died 
with his boots on,” the Rey. Perkins said in a short talk. 
Mr. Leary succumbed from epilepsy last Thursday afte: 
Mrs. Leary’s return from the Bluebird Bridge Club with 
cighty-eight cents winnings. 

The new safety gates work fine. 


é RAGEDY followed in the aftermath of last night’s unem- 
ployment charity hockey game between the local Y. M, 
C. A. and an all-star aggregation composed of some Re 
publicans. It was learned early this morning that Olvaney 
Potter, deaf mute, 
ope ration to set nine broken finger bones. Mr. Potter 


was in a serious condition following an 


was explaining the fast play of the closing period to an 
other mute, it was said. when he became confused over a 
goal rush by Charles (Bing) Chidscowsky. 

rPue right of man to the “freedom of the press’ was 
given considerable play by George Givens, defense at 

torney for Hank Henry, in a spirited session at the Court 
House vesterday. “Freedom of the press should work for 
the re ade r. too,” Mr. Givens declared in Mr. Henry's de 

fense, and told the jury, “Here you see a man, an honest, 
law-abiding citizen, who knew his rights and merely 
wished them.” 

In the cross-examination, Mr. Henry said for himself 
that he was only driven to his deed after missing vital 
parts of three different stories in magazines. “‘I loved 
Myrtle for thirteen years,” he said, “but she just would 
cut out coupons on the other side of the same page.” 


\ comMitTer headed by several prominent members of 
. the Woman's began a fund drive today for 


BUY 
RINGS, 


League 
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“I'd like to pawn this good-luck piece.” 





“Call up my doctor, Simpkins I’ve got the jitters! 


the Trip-To-Europe-For-Junior-Billings, which was pro- 
posed at an executive meeting of the mothers’ committee 
of the league. Junior is now in Ferndale visiting a friend, 
also nine, following his acquittal last week in the matter 
A letter written to the 
“Tt is very swell here, what with 
I miss Daddy, but when I waited clear till 
February for a chance to play with my Christmas ‘lectric 
ee, What could I do?” 

The committee announces that it will have Junior’s 
adenoids looked at. 


of his father’s sudden demise. 
league says (in part): 
no school. 


train, 


uw 


—SEEGAR HEAVILIN 


DARK HORSES OF 1932 


(Cononrssman Edward Chinnings, Democrat. Elected 

in 1924 on a Clean-up-in-Polities platform, which he 
drew up himself. Was formerly a metropolitan sheriff, 
and not only pocketed the interest on accounts in his 


charge, but also the litigants’ watches and jewelry. 
Founder and only officer of the Chinnings Association, 
whose only function seems to be giving weekly testimonial 
dinners to Congressman Edward Chinnings. 

He favors light wines and dark beer. as he says the 
people are tired of hard stuff, and would take control of 
liquor traffic out of the hands of Prohibition agents and 
give it back to the “boys.” 


thusiastic supporters of the cart-away-the-fixtures ruling, 


However, he is one of the en- 


as he is a silent but aggressive partner in a large trucking 
business. 

Congressman Chinnings stands for progress in govern- 
ment without regard to partisan politics. He has the 
soundest ideas of any man in both Houses concerning the 
tariff, the war debts, naval reduction, foreign trade, im- 
migration, unemployment relief and taxation. He advo- 
cates a tariff both for protection and revenue, collecticn 
of the war debts, an adequate navy, bigger and better for- 
eign trade, a liberal immigration policy, immediate and 
complete unemployment relief and sensible taxation. His 
speeches on behalf of his program are matters of record 
in the newspapers. He hasn’t attended a session of Con- 
gress since he was elected. —Dana L., Corie 
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Tuer talk about the courage of 

Dempsey, the ice-cooled nerves of 
Bobby Jones, the amazing stamina of 
Gene Venzke, the fortitude of Barry 
Wood and Albie Booth. 

Haw! 

Did you ever stop to consider what 
a guy old Gus H. Fan is? What a 
guy is correct! He has courage, nerve, 
stamina and fortitude; in brief, he has 
everything your greatest sports head- 
liner can boast, everything except a 
box-office value. 

Moreover, he has a tremendous ca- 
pacity for punishment. Not only can 
he take it, but he loves it. He is the 
Battling Nelson of his sphere. To 
him suffering, privation, and unalloyed 
wretchedness are notes of lyrical joy, 
if they but point the way to a stadium 
or an arena, or any place where a 
sports show is in progress. 

What I mean to say is, that old Gus, 
the missus, and the kids subject them- 
selves to as much physical torture in 
attending a sports show as the prin- 
cipals, a circumstance which indicates 
that old Gus and his tribe are not 
very bright. They get none of the 
glory, and it costs them dough. 

I was tempted to select an All- 
American team of sports saps, but the 
field is too large. Inevitably, some 


deserving candidate would have to be 


IS 
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THE 
By Joe Williams 


left off. In a world where this peculiar 
form of dementia ranges from badmin- 
ton to roque, with stop-overs for curl- 
ing, volley ball and weight-lifting, it 
would be both futile and unfair to at- 
tempt an all-star classification. 

Off-hand, I should say that the 
fields most fertile in the cultivation 
of pop-eyed sports fiends are golf, 
football, and prize 
fighting. And yet, 
I am not sure but 
that there are oth- 
ers where the loam 
is equally as rich 
and the vegetation 
just as abundant. 

There are gray- 

beards, for in- 
stance, who travel 
across the country 
each winter to 
watch other gray- 
beards pitch horse 2G! 
shoes in the St. 
Petersburg tournaments, many of 
them making the pilgrimage in clat- 
tery flivvers, and arriving physically 
exhausted—the eager, willing sacrifice 
of the true believer. 

Until the winter Olympic Games 

started at Lake Placid, bob-sledding 
as a competitive sport, was virtually 
unknown in America. Through a 
series of spectacular accidents, which 
brought no good to the German entries 
but plenty of publicity to the event, 
bob-sledding became widely heralded 
and discussed. 
Overnight the picturesque little vil- 
lage in the Adiron- 
dacks took on the as- 
pect of a boom town. 
Special trains dis- 
gorged thousands of 
visitors. Some of them 
were snow - chasers— 
an odd cult which rev- 
els in zero’weather and 
ice-trimmed mustach- 
ios. Others were reg- 
ulars in that vast mo- 
ronic army, the mor- 
bidly curious. 


6 








SOAAN Fue - ies 


The bob run was nine miles from 
town, a circuitous gulley a mile and a 
half long, slashed into the frozen face 
of Mt. Von Hovenberg. By foot it 
was some five miles to the top, where 
the bobbers shoved off. Along the 
way, at intervals, small wooden stands 
had been erected. From these it was 
possible to catch a fleeting glimpse of 
the sleds as they 
went whizzing 
past, like blurred 
shadows against a 
linen sheet. 

In a moment of 
extreme insanity I 
decided to climb to 
the top. It was a 
gorgeous day, and 
the old Williams’ 
spirit of adventure 
was blazing. A 
sharp, clear sun 
sifted through the 
skies with a chaste 
coldness to caress the snowy bosom of 
the mountain. Somehow, the effect 
suggested the amorous technic of Miss 
Joyce. 


We let that pass. Anyway, 

from the top I got an entirely 
new picture of my friend, old Gus H. 
Fan. Or maybe it was just a new set- 
ting. There he was, skidding, falling, 
and sloshing through the snow, mile 
after mile, puffing and panting, head- 
ing for no place in particular, just 
climbing, a helpless, happy victim of 
bob-sled fever. 

I ask you to try to picture 15,000 
people in raccoon coats, ski suits, 
sweaters, and what-not, an overwhelm- 
ing horde miscellaneously accoutred, 
scrambling madly up a mountain side, 
intent upon seeing something that 
could not possibly be seen—and then 
I ask you to join me in that fetching 
little ditty called: ‘““Some call it sport. 
but I call it madness.” 

Of course, I should not have been 
surprised, or even impressed, by this 
phenomenon. After all, it was only 
old Gus in his long (Page 29, please) 
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OUR OWN OLYMPICS 





The Income Tax Steeplechase 





Go to Europe—Pay Afterwards 
on the Instalment Plan 





—Advertisement 
T last a legitimate and practical 
use for instalments! The trou 
ble with most instalment buying is, 
you cease to care for what you bought 
long before the last payment is made. 

But here is a sound idea. You go 
to Europe on faith and pay on pleas 
ant memories. It will be a cinch for 
that steamship company to collect, 
provided it properly stimulates the 
pleasant recollections of the ex-pas 
sengers. 

Here we offer suggestions for let 
ters to collect the instalments. And 
watch that last instalment, is our 
friendly warning. 


D—D= Sir: 


The Statue of Liberty far astern 

. the patter of eager feet on the 
deck ...and then the joyous cry, 
“The bar is open!” Remember? ($20, 


please. ) 


D= Sir: 
Ah ° 


.. the first view of France 

and the funny little boat that 
came out to meet you... the perfect- 
ly killing scenes at tne customs... 
and then the ride to Paris. . . . “Gosh, 
if the wine is as good as this on the 
train .. . what must it be in Paris?” 
... Remember? (#20, please.) 


D= Sir: 


The little honks of those cata- 
pults they call taxis . . . the break- 
neck ride through the Bois .. . the re- 
union at the Ritz Bar... the Folies 
Bergéres . . . and while we hope we 
will not have to use this information 

. you were seen at the Rue Blondel. 
. . . ($50, please.) 


D™" Sir: 
The U. S. A. once more . . . the 


foggy pier .. . the three-hour wait at 
our dear customs. ... Uncle Albert 
and Cousin Mary .. . the office... . 
Remember? (#20, please.) 


D™ Sir: 
You 


failed to answer our last 












































appeal ... may we repeat? ... don’t 
you remember the thrill of getting 
home once more? ... old friends . . 
old places and faces . . . old loves... . 
(#20, please.) 


[LD= Sir: 


Unless we hear from you by re- 
turn mail, we shall place this matter 
in the hands of our attorneys... . 
SEND $20. 

Van A uk, sq. —JosepH ALGER 





















Revived 
[* that Japanese delegate to the 
League of Nations Assembly hadn't 


risen in the middle of a session the 


other day, to take the floor, and dk 
mand that the League censure China 
for attacking Japanese troops in 
Shanghai, I wouldn’t have been r« 
minded of the following story: 

A Virginia squire of the old schoo! 
suspecting that a certain Mose was 
poaching on his property, determined 
to keep his eye on him, hoping to catch 
him and send him to jail as an ex 
ample to others. 

Early one morning while walking in 
his woods, the Squire caught sight of 
Mose among the trees. Employing In 
dian tactics, he crept up stealthily on 
the intruder without being seen by 
him. 

It was just at that moment that 
Mose attempted to retrieve a rabbit 
that he had knocked over with a stick. 
Before he could pick up the dead an- 
imal, however, the Squire stepped into 
view. The poacher, however, wasn't 
in the least confused. Grabbing an- 
other stick he started to belabor the 
defunct rabbit lustily. 

“Take dat!” he cried, bringing the 
stick down several times. “Dat’ll teach 
you’ not to spring at people!” 


—Dana L. Corir 
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IN FORMAT ic: 


“Neat time, get up early 








~« 
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enough so I can sew your things at home!” 
§ y 
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“No, there ain’t any use tryin’ to 
interest her in nothin’—all her mone y’s 
invested in Public Futility Bonds!” 


Full-Time Service 
) B Soa think you're getting the worst 


of it in this business depression. 
Suppose you own d one of these open 
all-night thev re 
losing money twenty-four hours a day ! 


lunchrooms where 


And the idea seems to be for 
the unemployed to pull themselves out 


of the hole by giving each other jobs. 


now 


a 


) 9 
() 0 Q ( 
°F Pate Sasooe 
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Letter From a Lady to Her Stock Brokers 


Biggerstaff, Biggerstaff & Co., 
New York (¢ ity. 


G 
x purchased from you 


ten shares of Amalgamated Railways 
stock. You 
them—a_ price 
high at the 
salesperson assured me was as low as 
I could buy it any place else in the 
city. 

In last 
the 
mated 


ENTLEMEN: 


I recently 


for 
which I thought rather 
time, 


( harge d Ine 


but one which vour 


night’s paper, however, I 


saw very same, identical Amalga- 


Railways stock selling at a 


much lower price. In fact, ten shares 


for only $47.3714. 


Now, Messrs. Biggerstaff, Bigger- 


staff & Co._-what are you going to do 
about it? I that a company 
with such a reputation as yours would 
not let other undersell 
you on the same merchandise. 

I never have any trouble with the 
big departme nt 
merchandise 


am sure 


any concern 


when I buy 
later is for 
They either rebate me the dif 
ference or I return the purchase. 
And I am sure you will want to do 


store Ss 
which sold 


less. 


the same. Will you please mail me a 
check for the difference between what 
I paid Amalgamated Railways 
and the price it is now marked? If 
vou do not, I am afraid I shall have 


to return this for full credit 


for 


stock 





FIOBO MEKEYALA. 


“Jeez, will ya stop signing guest books everywhere ya go!” 











“Foul!” 


and if I am forced to take that action, 
rest assured that a great number of 
my very influential friends will be ad- 
vised of the way 
with which you treat your customers. 

Sincerely 


very discourteous 
yours, 
Mrs. B. Atwyn Birrersweet 


Retirement 


A noted racketeer has gone into so- 
ciety. No doubt he wants to associate 


with people who each 


only shoot 
other when they are out hunting. 


Over ninety percent of our accidents 
occur at home, according to latest in- 
surance statistics. And undoubtedly a 
huge number of these happen to hus- 
bands who didn’t think their 
would wait up for them. 


wives 





“Keep real still 

now, and maybe 

you "ll =see it 
move!” 
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NEWS FROM THE COLLEGES 


ARIETAL rules for the University 

of Chicago’s Summer School have 
recently been announced. Co-eds are 
forbidden to dormitory 
rooms, stay out after twelve at night, 
and attend the Democratic Conven- 
tion. 


smoke in 


“Bing” Cawsby, centre-fielder on 
the Detroit University baseball team, 
is no longer a holdout, having come 
to terms with the coach this week. 





SaLeEsMAN—Good morning. 


Princteon athletic officials are de- 
nouncing the new rules to make foot- 
ball less rough as an attempt to be 
sarcastic at the expense of the Prince- 
ton football team. 


Professor Z. Z. Brunch of the Yale 
Department, has formu- 
lated a plan to end the financial diffi- 
culties of the railroads. The profes- 
sor’s plan is to put upper berths in 
busses. 


Economics 


May I see your mother, please? 


11 


“Sire, I bring you a great delicacy 


from across the sea; a hot pastromi 


sandwich.” 


Assistant Dean Raynolds of Cor- 
nell, who was formerly 
editor, sent out some rejection slips to 
parents last week. 


a magazine 


President Lowell of Harvard, re- 
cently vetoed a plan to use part of the 
University Endowment Fund for the 
relief of starving fathers of students. 


Hilary Budge of the University of 
University 
Prize of $1000 for the best four-line 
poem written by a track candidate. 
Artuur SILvERBLATT 


Iowa, was awarded the 




















“HERE IT COMES!” 



















Some More Issues 


His week we begin to print ex 
fifteen letters 


have won one-year sub 


tracts from the 

which 
scriptions to JupGeE in our contest on 
the issues of 1932. 





Jack Ingold of Madison, Wiscon- 
sin, wins a prize with the shortest let 
ter submitted—only 15 
with the snappiest slogan: 

“The 


dential campaign should be arms re 


words and 


issues in the coming presi 
duction, tariff reduction, debt reduc 
tion.” 


From M. P. Connery of Providence: 

“Both parties ought to come out 
for the five-day week; it would be the 
best thing that ever happened for their 
friends—the capitalists. 

“The Industrial Revolution started 
off with 14 hours a day. The occur 
rence of cyclical crises prompted the 
12-hour day; the 
of such crises brought about the 10 
hour day, then the 9-hour day, and 
; Yet the di pres- 
sions make their evelical return. 

“The people forget that capital al 


further occurrences 


now the 8-hour day. 


ways gets the same pay (in the form 
of interest) for the short day as it 
And it is this 
pay of the owners of capital that 


does for the long day. 


brings about the surplus that creates 
general unemployment. So, we would 
not have to wait so long for depres- 
capital worked but half a 
There would then be twice as 


sions if 
week, 
much eapital demanding its regular 
share out of half the product that a 
full week’s work would create.” 


Dr. William R. 
field, Maine, writes in part: 
“Individualism 


Tymms of Fair- 


The barons of in 
dustry exploiting labor while it can 
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he exploited profitably, and ruthlessly 
turning their laborers adrift whenever 
falling markets lessen the exploiters’ 
profits or 

“Co-operation—The laborer a full 
partner in the Commonwealth, shar 
ing alike the burdens and the fruits 
of its collective industry. 
“That’s the 


more 


supreme issue, ever 
urgent as evidences accumulate 
that individualistic control is break 


ing down.” 


Hypocrisy At Sea 


| many American citizens know 

that although we have prohibition 
ashore, we still have our liberty on the 
Everybody knows that 
foreign-owned vessels open their bars 
and sell all kinds of liquors after 
passing the 13-mile limit. But did you 
know that almost all American liners 
do exactly the same thing? 


high seas? 





The trouble is they have to keep it 
a secret from the folks at home. Be- 
cause they can’t advertise the fact that 
you can get a drink on an American 
ship, the American lines are losing lots 
of business to the foreign lines. 

Another incident in the Great Hy- 


pocrisy. 


Some Dignity 
CLUB called the Jiggs Nut Club 
A CALC ( $ Ss 


has been refused the right to in- 
corporate under that name in New 
York State. Nothing wrong with the 
club, apparently; it only wanted to 
“foster, develop and cultivate a spirit 
of fraternity, sociability and good-fel- 
lowship among its members.” But 
the State couldn’t stand for the name. 
Justice Dike of the Supreme Court 
said: “Those who are in touch with the 
slang of the day might realize that 
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‘nut’ as applied to a person contains 
the dangerous mental 


We hear the phrase ap 


suggestion of 
disturbance ° 
plied to a sanity is 
seriously questioned as, that 


person whose 
person 
is ‘nutty.’ It would reflect, it seems 
to me, upon the dignity of the Empire 
State if the ‘Jiggs Nut Club. Ine..’ 
should seek to rally to its membership 
those ‘in all of the States, Territories, 
colonies and depend: neies of the 
United States.’ ” 

Well, we suppose that such dignity 
as is left in any State should be jeal 
guarded. But a better ground 
for the decision would have been for 
the court to have taken judicial notice 
of the fact that “nut” is not exactly 
slang of the day, is indeed about as 
stale and flat as slang could well be. 


ously 


An American Paradox 


Te fifth anniversary of the Seven- 

o’Klockers’ Klub was recently cele- 
brated by a dinner held in the dining 
car of a This 
club consists of one hundred and thirty 
men who commute every day between 
New York and Philadelphia, ninety 
miles each way. To get to work on 
time they have to take the 
o'clock train in the morning, and to 
get home for dinner they must start 
back at five. More than four hours 
of traveling to spend less than eight 
hours at the office. 


“it 


Nothing could better illustrate the 
paradoxical American devotion to both 
the home and the job. These men 
like their work so much that they 
take all this trouble to get to it, and 
they like their homes so much that 
they won’t move nearer to their work. 
Could it happen anywhere but in 
America? —R. J. W. 


swift express train. 


seven 
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Advice to 
Chain Letter Writers 


A! TER thirteen faithful 
4 link in the chain letter business, 
I have at last retired, and feel that it 
is incumbent 


years as a 


upon me to offer some 
advice to those who are about to en 
gage in this flourishing business. 
Before setting down any rules, how 
ever, I wish to impress upon the nov 
ice the necessity for making sure 
that an alleged chain letter is a chain 
letter circulated. A 


chain letter comes anonymously and 


before it is re 


tells you to send seven copies to seven 
friends within seven days, or misfor 
will knock at your door. My 
warnings may be superfluous, but | 
knew 


tune 


a man once who went off half 
cocked, and sent seven copies of his 
gas bill to seven neighbors and noth- 
ing ever came of it. He just wasted 
fourteen cents and a lot of time. 

Now then, here are some simple 
rules for your guidance: 

1. Never try to start a chain—there 
well-established chains 
circulation, and the field is 
overcrowded with letters that have 
built up reputations for themselves. 
Perhaps the best known letter is the 
one “started by an American army 
officer in France” during the world 


are too many 
now in 
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The Boy from the Farm Feels Less Homesick Now. 


war. I have had it 32 
the Armistice and wish to emphasize 
the fact that no one has tampered with 
the text—it is the same letter today 
as it was then. It takes a mighty good 
letter to remain unaltered after thir- 


times since 








Mepium’s Son—Yes, I’m taking Dad’s crystal to school 
with me for the exam this afternoon! 
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teen or fourteen years. Another pop 
ular number is the one founded on re 
ligious tenets and circulated ‘for 
the benefit of the boys over there.” It 
was probably started by someone who 
never set foot on the steps of a church 
except to tie a shoe lace, and I have 
never been able to figure out how it 
will help the boys over there, or any 
where else, but I suppose it is not 
my business to question its efficacy. It 
seems to get results as far as circu 
lation is concerned. It has come to 
me 27 times in the past five years. 

2. Do not send your seven copies 
to the same seven people every time. 
That is cheating, and might eventually 
throw the chain into a vicious circ]: 
where it would die out. This would 
make the postal deficit bigger than 
ever and probably increase taxes. 

3. Do not, under any circumstances, 
send any more chain letters to me. | 
have been on the retired list since the 
day I started out with my last batch 
of good-luck letters and broke a leg 
on the front steps. 

—GurNeyY WILLIAMS 


Puncture-Proot 


Science has found a way to pierce 
the armor of the pneumonia germ. 
But the crust of the vacuum-cleaner 
salesman still is invulnerable. 


A lot of people who used to always 
be looking for speakeasies are secing 
double these days. They are seeing 
double the number of speakeasies. 














Too Much Livery 


Mr. Julius Schoenfeld, 


Manager English Towers Apartments. 


1)’ an Mr. ScuoeNnre tp: 


It’s got to stop. I can’t stand it 
any longer. It’s the doormen, Mr. 
Schoenfeld. And the elevator boys. 

Now you know, Mr. Schoenfeld, 
when I leased this ground floor apart- 
ment, you assured me of privacy. The 
word is a mockery. The apartment is 
not mine. I pay the rent, yes, but it 
isn’t mine. It’s shared by the door 
men and the elevator boys who keep 
tabs on me. If I open the door, there 
is a uniformed individual standing 
there with his eves glued on me. When 
I come in, laden with bundles, the 
doormen are missing and both ele- 
vators are up at floor PH, but when I 
go out the full squad is always on 
hand. 

I want to get my own mail. I’m 
tired of watching them stumble over 
each other in a rush for the box that 
holds my letter. One morning they 
actually tore a letter in two, trying to 
prevent me from getting it out of the 
box myself. Couldn't you arrange to 
have them play their games in the 
court? 

They have a new one now. It’s 
called “Changing Hats.” Yes, Mr. 
Schoenfeld, they’ve tried to fool me. 


The elevator men change hats with 
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Reporter—Which one of you birds got here first? 


the doormen, and, as I pass, they 
stand at attention, with a curious 
gleam in their eves. 

Privacy! I can no longer take a 
shower, without locking the bathroom 
door. I’ve bought a zipper for the 


“TOANDEL Linn 


= 


Desert TraveLer—Cripes—I thought that tree was a mirage! 
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shower curtain. “Your phone has 
been ringing all day,’ they tell me. 
If they can hear the phone, they can 
hear the shower, can’t they, Mr. 
Schoenfeld? 

I tell you, I'm no longer happy at 
vour English Towers. I'm tired of 
nodding good morning, good evening, 


and good night to your courteous 


quartet. That’s twelve nods a day,. 


Mr. Schoenfeld. I’m sick of smiling 
apologetically at them when a male 
caller leaves my apartment at 11 p.m, 
and looking guilty when a_ sleepy 
doorman unlocks the door for me at 
3 a.m. 

You won't believe me, Mr. Schoen- 
feld, but I haven’t left my apartment 
for three days. I’ve tried to, but I 
couldn't quite make it. Last night I 
opened the door a crack to see if they 
were still there, and they were—all 
four of them. Smiling pleasantly. 
It’s Thursday and I’m out of food— 
besides, I need air and exercise. 

This can’t go on, Mr. Schoenfeld. 
It can’t. What are you going to do 
about it? 

Frantically yours, 
HeLen RANKIN CarRM 

P. S.—Last Monday I found a 
pocket diary in the lobby and opened 
it at random to page 43. I read as far 
as “Friday: Got up at 8.11, shower at 
8.26. Lunch with a Mr. Wentworth 
before one of the doormen claimed it. 
Mr. Schoenfeld, he’s keeping my 
diary! —Hevten Rankin Carr 
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A™oNG local theatrical producers, 
A none occupies a softer spot in 

the critics’ uncritical hearts 
than Al Woods. In the first place, he 
is one of the few producers who never 
once has blamed his own shortcomings 
on the critics and who never once has 
indignantly charged them with the 
bellyache that he has induced in him- 
self from swallowing bad plays. In 
the second place, he is one of the few 
producers who isn’t a faker. He never 
once has used the word art in connec- 
tion with his shows and with complete 
and winning frankness has always in- 
sisted that he puts them on simply in 
the hope of making a lot of money. 
And in the third place, he never once 
has whined when the critics, in the 
line of duty, have denounced the 
shows he has put on, have caused him 
to lose the money he hoped to make, 
and have pointed out to him, often 
somewhat brusquely, that the kind of 
drama which he sponsors is no longer 
to be tolerated in the improved Ameri- 
can theatre. Each time that one of 
his shows is toasted to a turn and 
fails, he simply shrugs his shoulders, 
passes around cigars, quietly observes 
that, “after all, sweetheart, them birds 
may be right,” and makes another 
jaunt to Europe. 

In the midst of the posturing moun- 
tebanks who constitute so large a pro- 
portion of the local producing gentry, 
such a fellow as this Al has long been 
a charming phenomenon. A product 
of the old 10-20-30 Bowery melo- 
drama era, he has remained for the 
most part just what he always was, 
an unaffected purveyor of rough-and- 
tumble entertainment to that part of 
the public whose tastes have not yet 
quite moved uptown. He has stuck to 
the pistol-shot school of drama, to the 
boudoir school of farce, and has left 
the drama of Philip Barry metaphys- 
ics, Paul Green psychology and Sid- 
ney Howard logomachy to other pro- 
ducers who have longed to get their 
names in the New Republic, Zit’s and 
other such intellectual reviews. “It 
may be hot stuff, darling, but I just 
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of George Jean Nathan 


don't get it,” is his critical philosophy 
as to that drama. The only kind of 
drama he understands and likes, he 
honestly confesses, is that wherein 
someone calls someone else a—of a— 
at least eight times during the evening 
or that lighter form in which a lady 
loses something more than her garter 
in a hayloft. And, understanding and 
liking it, he produces it. Sometimes 
it has made him money and sometimes 
it hasn’t. When it has, his face has 
worn a broad, satisfied grin and he 
has buttonholed the reviewers in the- 
atre lobbies and forced large and ex- 
pensive cigars upon them. When it 
hasn’t, his face has worn a broad if 
not entirely so satisfied grin and he 
has buttonholed the reviewers in thea- 
tre lobbies and forced even larger and 
more expensive cigars upon them. 
“Can’t always ring the bell, can I, 
baby?” he Nothing disturbs 
him, nothing makes him mad. “The 
boys don’t like the shows I put on, 
but I don’t hold it against ’em. I cer- 
tainly get some of the damnedest rot- 
tenest notices that anyone can get. 
But they’re only doing what they 
think is O. K. and all I can do is hope 


that sometimes they’re wrong.” 


says. 


I hope that I violate no confidence 
when I say that the reviewers them- 
selves often hope that they’re wrong 
and that Al will make a lot of money 
out of the shows that they don’t like. 
There is something about him that 
makes them just a little sad when 
they honestly have to denounce his 
plays and thus shove them just a little 
nearer to the storehouse. In_ the 
twenty-five years that I have been re- 
viewing his countless productions, I 
doubt that I have been able to write 
a favorable report on more than three 
or four of them at the very most, and 
I tell only the simple truth when I 
say that time and again I have pro- 
ceeded to the business ‘of detraction 
with a bit of distaste for myself for 
having to do so. And each time that 
my unfavorable report has been pub- 
lished and I have run across him and 
he has said, “So you didn’t like it 
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either, sweetheart? Well, maybe it is 
lousy”—each time I have felt a little 
twinge that my profession imposes in 
tegrity upon me in the face of such a 
very good sport. 

It is thus that I am once again de- 
pressed when I have to report that 
“The Inside Story,” with which Al 
has lately tried to extricate himself 
from bankruptcy, won’t do. An old- 
fashioned and rubber-stamp  melo- 
drama, it does little more than re 
cover the ground already thoroughly 
ploughed in the many gunman plays 
and films and, dealing in a measure 
with the Rothstein murder, puff along 
much the same tracks traveled a 
couple of seasons ago by the exhibit 
called “Room 349.” It is, in a word, 
poor stuff, cheap stuff. But, in an 
other and equally sincere word, I cer 
tainly hope that it makes Al rich. 

i ae 

rn. A. A. Mitne, the British 

drama’s Selfridge of pap, has 
opened up the maple syrup bunghole 
again. This time, he calls his sac 
chariferous barrel, ‘““They Don’t Mean 
Any Harm.” Three thousand years 
ago, someone remarked that good in 
tentions are often fraught with evil 
consequences. Catching up on his 
reading, Mr. Milne has apparently 
been floored by the novel point of the 
observation and has rushed to make a 
play out of it. Mr. Milne’s plays. 
you needn't be told, generally seek to 
achieve genial whimsy by making 
most of the characters behave as if 
the actors who were playing them had 
been seized with ataxic aphasia and 
had coincidentally been rewarded 
with a big increase in salaries just 
before the curtain went up. This one 
is no exception. The dialogue, in Mr. 
Milne’s imagination presumably fruity 
with elfin inference, is so much fud- 
dled mush and the characters who 
speak it, in Mr. Milne’s imagination 
symbols of human beings, need only a 
signal from Balieff to go into a swell 
march of the wooden soldiers. 

It is the mark of Mr. Milne’s philo- 

(Page 32, please) 
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The Adult Hour 


r’s about time that children had an 
opportunity to talk back to their 
radio. Right now 
throughout 
the country presenting “Uncle Toms” 
and other fictional male relatives. 
Take “Uncle Jack.” for 
He’s typical ot all 
“uncles.” He lifts his 
evening at six o'clock 
PYX to tell little 
he ought to eat 
little Dorothy Thompson that unless 
she brushes her teeth regularly she 
won't be permitted to go to the mov- 
ies: to lecture Dickie Schwarzschild 
ihout his habit of 
bicycle on the front porch. 
What the children of America need 
are spoke smnen 
adult 
days I’m 


relatives over the 


there are many stations 


instance. 
these 


voice 


other 
every 
over Station 
Frankie Black that 


his cereal; to warn 


nasty leaving his 


who will point out 
One of these 


going to organize a radio 


shortcomings. 
period for this purpose. I'll engage a 
smart youngster to put on a broadcast 
of his and his continuity will 
sound something like this: 

“Good evening, all you jolly grown 
ups. This is Nephew Ned broadeast 


ing his 


own, 


regular evening get-together 
with the older folks. But 


begin, I have a 


before we 
message for Mrs. 
Frank Pearson of Main Street. Mrs. 
Pearson, why don’t you stop forcing 
second portions of that terrible cus 
tard of yours on little Tommy? And 
Mrs. Olsen of Drive — for 


goodness’ sake ’ 


Fairview 


don't urge Junior to 


-) =| 
FURNISHED 
ROOMS 


] 





KEEPER 





kiss his Aunt Bertha every time she 
drops in. 
with like hers, it’s downright 
cruelty to children! Oh, Mrs. Larsen 
Street—this is for 
Quit dragging little Emil 
those Musie Appreciation 
The kid has absolutely no 


music and never will have 


She may be your sister, but 
a pan 
of Second you. 
over to 
Courses. 
sense ot 
they don't 
Rig up a punch- 
ing bag instead and let him express 
himself on that! Is Mr. Fritz Schnei 
Say, Mr. Schne ider, 
why don't stop blowing 
smoke across the table? It 
Otto’s junket. If you 
those El Ropos, do your 


mean a thing to him. 


der listening? 

you cigat 
gets in 
smoke 
fumigating 
the child 


And now, before I start my 


must 


down in the cellar and give 
a break! 
recitations, I want every grown-up in 
the radio audience to join in singing 
Nephew Ned’s theme song. 
ber, the 
ready? 


Remem 


tune is ‘Jingle Bells.’ All 


Let’s go— 


Ma and Pa, 
Pa and Ma, 
Aunts and Uncles, too. 
We'll be kind 
And keep in mind 
The things we said we'd do. 
We'll leave sweets, 
Other eats 
On the pantry shelves, 
And we never-er will forget 
That we were young ourselves!” 


—Artuur L. LippMann 





The town’s in such bad shape, we 
had to take in boarders! 
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Soliloquy 
in Half-Wit Time 


| D I drop the latch? 

















Had I better go back 
And look once more? 







Did I leave the gas 





down? 








Or go to town? 







Did I leave the iron 
Attached? Oh, damn, 

What a hopelessly silly 
Gal I am. 

—Marcaret Fisupack 





The Power of Suggestion. 









Advice to Professionals 








(Who haven’t asked for it) 


Te THE Prize-Figutr PRoMoTrer: 
Don’t be so fussy about the 
principals for your bouts. People 
don’t come to see fights—they come 
so they can talk about them after- 
wards to friends who didn’t go. Any 
two porters or messenger boys will 








pack any house as long as sports writ- 
ers have to fill a column. 

Make the seats smaller and nar- 
rower. You have no idea of the dis- 
comfort that people will put up with 
in order to witness a -fight. 

Loosen up a bit more on the purses 
for the gladiators. They are young 
men trying to get along, and twenty 
thousand dollars for fourteen minutes 
of cuffing and clinching is little 
enough. Think of all the cigar smoke 
they have to inhale. Not to mention 
their white-haired old mothers sitting 
anxiously in front of their radios. 

Try to retain the idea that this is a 
gentleman’s sport, and that one foul 
blow should instantly disqualify the 
offender. Pay no attention to pikers 
who yowl for their money back. Re 
member that you are in a_ business. 
Besides, a foul in the early rounds 
will often get you out in time for the 
second show at the movies. 




























































































Be fair to vourself in the matter of 





prices. Customers will always come, 
so why not make a little something 
out of it? When they shake the bars 
of the ticket window and _ shriek. 
“Robber! Crook!” merely remind 
them that nobody is forcing them to 
come and pay twenty bucks for a seat 
two blocks away. The only answer 
they have yet thought of is accom- 
panied by the rustling of a twenty- 
dollar bill in your hand. 


STANLEY JONES The Blessed Event 
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Did I close the door? 


Turned part way 


Shall I run straight home 
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Here We Are Again, Folks! 


}' LL of 


racuda 


papaya juice, free of bar- 
bites, 
sunburn that'll 
out of Harlem, 
from the tourist jungles of 


and covered with a 
keep us temporarils 
Mae and | are back 
Florida, 
Floyd Gib 


What our 


feeling like a couple of 


bonses, only less shouty. 


next move'll be we don’t know, but 
we're restless and want to get on. 
We'll either speed to cover a war 


Democratic Con 
vention) or hole up in Frank & Jack’s 


Shanghai or the 


and go into training for a drinking 
expedition around the world. 
Otherwise, New York seems to 
have kept going without us. We'd 
rather expected Jimmy Walker and a 
welcoming party to usher us out of 
the Holland Tunnel, but he didn’t ap 
couldn't find the 
hadn’t got up in time, 
or he went to some tunnel in the Alps 
by mistake. But it’s all right with us. 


Anyway, if you're not 


scems he 


pear. It 


entrance or he 


bore d Ww ith 


Floridaceous news, I have just one 





A NEW RACKET IN CENTRA 
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more memory of Miami to relay:— 
Outside Miami, in 


stand two rusting locomotives, ge ntly 


a huge meadow, 


nudging each other on the schnozzles 
locked in i mild 
seems that a year ago two Young Men 
with a Big Idea bought them and ran 
them down to Florida and ballyhooed 
a “Crash of the 
day they advertised, for the payment 


and embrace. It 


Century.” On a given 


of so much admission, vou would be 


privileged to sit in a huge audience 
and watch these two roaring mon 
sters meet in a_ seething, spitting, 






L PARK 


gargantuan 80-mile-an-hour 
It would be the Smash Hit of 
the Century, etc., ete. 

Well, sir, the Great Dav came 
everything was declared O. K. 


pre SS. 


hissing, 


crash ! 


and 
The 
newsreel and broadhooters were 
there. The two engineers were primed 
throttle 


the nse lve S 


to open the wide, 
The steeds 


form, champing at the bit 


and jump. 
were In rare 
to h ive it 
each other. 
2 : } 
sut—as is sometimes the case with 


the biggest plans something went 










First of all, besides the Oak 


ley section, about six people turned 


wrong. 


up, and these huddled apprehensively 


a few miles away. The show, how- 


ever, began. The engineers climbed 
into their cabs, the signal was given, 
the whistles hooted, and away went the 
doome d iron horse S. 

Naturally, they started slowly, but 
soon were running -t about five miles 
per hour, and spectator nerves began 
to tighten. But suddenly, for no good 


reason, the engineers were seen to 

leap from their cabs, cold-feet first. 
And the along at 

some ten miles per hour, came to the 


meeting place, not like 


( ngine S. sailing 
a couple of 
roaring dinosauri but in a respectable 
maiden-aunt embrace, with not = so 
much as a clatter of cow-catchers ! 
The promoters fled, leaving untold 
bills unpaid. But their handiwork 
still looms svmbol of the 


Broken Men with Big 
Ide as. 


large, a 
Dreams of 


Child’s Play 


F late, erstwhile friends have been 


boosting evebrows at a too no 


ticeable gain in my weight. Lemme 
explain. 
It’s because of hard times. Hard 


times, you know, brought on this dol 
lar guest dinner at Childs’—‘‘Eat as 
a guest all wish no 


you extra 


charge!” I’ve been getting by on this 


one big meal a day and an olive or 
The other eve 
ning, about half-past eight—I’d been 
eating and my waitress 
was that tired she had to sit down at 


the table with me and rest 


two at odd vearnings. 


since seven, 
an asinine 
thought it 
would be simply swell to take the dol- 
lar-guest-dinner menu up to a place, 
sav, like Central Park and 
order everything on it, just to see, 
poo pa doop, how much Mr. Childs is 


hunch hay-wired me! I 


Casino, 














































































losing. Well, folksies, I played a co- 
lossal joke on myself, but education 
has always cost money. Mind you, I 
ordered everything on the dollar- 
cuest-dinner menu. 

Blue-point oysters, tomato-juice 
cocktail, fresh fruit cup, split pea 
soup, vegetable soup and chicken con- 
sommeé came to—$9.30. Then a little 
side dish of hand-painted, I think, 
radishes and olives—$1.00. Then a 
half-broiled Spring chicken, string 
beans and baked potato $3.50: 
broiled lobster, capered dressing, 
drawn butter, julienne potatoes and 
fresh green peas—$5.00; grilled ham 
steak, pineapple ring, brussels sprouts 
and baked = sweet  potato—$4.50; 
broiled salmon, hollandaise sauce, 
Harvard beets (were they red!), and 
French fried potatoes—#3.80; mixed 
grill: (lamb chops, broiled bacon, sau 
sage, buttered carrots, mashed pota- 
toes )—#4.15; grapefruit and romaine 
salad, and hearts of lettuce—#2.50; 
banana cream pie, strawberry short- 
cake, devil’s food fudge cake, butter 
scotch pe can sundae, bake d apple with 
whipped cream (they had to roller 
skate out to the nearest corner drug 
store for these )—S$2.80: coffee, tea, 
milk, and hot chocolate (Am _ I] 
stuffed !)—$1.00. 

I took these prices home and with 
the assistance of four friends (auditors 
out of work), reached a grand total 
of $37.55. Subtracting Mr. Childs’ 
leetle dollar from $37.55—I did this 
ilone—leaves $36.55. 

Don’t mention it, Mr. Childs! But 
the next time I go into your 57th and 
Fifth Avenue place, just take me by 
the arm and introduce me to that lit 
tle waitress who has the four tables 
right in the middle of the room. Why 
in Heck don’t you throw a spotlight 
on he r? 


He Was a Fool, Montreal ? 


REMEMBER seeing him at the bar of 

the swank Park Club, and _ he 
looked sober. And that night, they tell 
me, an hour after I saw him, he pulled 
1 stunt which proves millionaire play 
boys are still having ideas. Here is 
the tale, and it’s true, or I’m just a 
dreamer. 

The young man, we'll call him Fred- 
die, was host to some twenty guests at 
cocktails, dinner, wine and high-balls. 
You know, a regular Riviera crowd 
vou've seen their pictures winning 
sand-sitting endurances. Came 2 a. m., 
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the Nest Club canopy intact, except <«, 33 {4 , > 
the observation car somehow had got- —- ‘ 1 a 
ten right up next to the baggage car. % y i, 
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- AHATS THE DotLaR 
GUEST DINNER” MENUS 
AT CHILDS, GARSONK! 
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SUNIOR GETS EXTRANAGANTLY SNoOPY/ 


’ 
and the proprietor showed signs The host and his guests spent an hour 
of wanting to close. Everyone was at the Nest Club, where wet stuff is 
soda all around, and the party went crowd. During the hour at the Nest 


liquidly gay. A double scotch and not sold. There wasn’t a flask in the 


out to the taxis at the curb. There Club, the party drank ginger-ale, | 
were fourteen cabs, all gyp, in wait white rock, and.such things, straight. 

ing. The host, looking at them, got Certain passengers of the Gyp Ex- 

his idea. He commandeered the en press began getting clear in the head. 
tire transport. Then, simply, he At the end of the hour one couple sort 
turned to his guests and said, “We're — of sidled off the dance-floor and up the 


going to Montreal.” All heads nodded — steps and out to a Pullman. The Pull- 
without squeaking. The host then man was directed to take them home 
said, “This first cab is the engine; the somewhere in New York. This con- 
second is the coal cabbie; the third is tinued until all had left except the 
the baggage car; the fourth is the club — host and a coupla couples. And when 
car; the fifth, sixth, seventh, eighth, they quit the Nest Club, there was 
ninth, tenth, eleventh, twelfth and nothing left of the Gyp Express but 
thirteenth are all Pullmans. I'll think the engine, the baggage car and a 
up their names en route. The four- Pullman or two. 

teenth and last cab will be the obser I’m sorry, but this is the end of the 
vation car. Our first stop will be at story. 

a delicatessen for white rock, ginger 


ale, oranges, and very cracked ice Park Rogues 


anes: S 


f. 
maybe sandwiches, too. Don’t tell any- Ts a racket and very much a dirty | / 
body ‘good-bye.’ Hop in!” old shame, and works this way. 


Phe Gyp Express screeched away. Your children (if any) are out in 
Central Park with nurse, gathering up 
armfuls of health when a couple of 


ingratiating gents appear bearing ' 


The delicatessen stop was made and 
the baggage car filled. The host, who 
had appointed himself conductor, 


called out, “Nest Club, Harlem, next (Page 27, please) i 
stop,” and away they went. It was i 
pretty hard because of traffic lights to eR GONG 


keep the Gyp Express coupled to- ‘ won teen! +. 
gether, but eventually it pulled up at 
























CASUAL view of the most popu- 
lar entertainments in this great 


country in the year of our 
Lord 1932 certainly seems to prove 
that the butcher, the plumber, and the 
undertaker are in charge of the popu- 
lar arts. Without attempting to em 
ploy exact statistics, the movies, the 
radio, and the popular magazines rep- 
resent What are 
they offering? Right now a mawkish 
romance called “Emma,” written by 
a Hollywood hack and played by an 
amiable old lady, shares—with a Vic- 
torian thriller, namely, ‘“Franken- 
stein,” played by English parlor act- 
ors, directed by a capable but limited 
novice—the country’s attention. I do 
not listen to the radio except under 
necessity. I am told, however, that a 
man named Wons (who, unfortunate- 
ly, I have heard) shares—with some- 
thing called Sisters of the Skillet, a 
former employee of Mr. Whiteman 
called Bing Crosby and several jazz 
bands—the devotion of a radio public. 
As I write this the six best-selling 
novels are “Loads of Love,” “Silver 
Bride,” “Mary’s Neck,” “Mr. and 
Mrs. Pennington,” ‘Harbourmaster,” 
“Summer’s Night,” all of which are 
written by ladies and gentlemen who 
long since told their stories and, with 
the exception of Mr. Tarkington and 
Mr. McFee, who are pleasing story- 
tellers, never told one of any conse- 
quence. 


mass expression. 


I" is my theory that the public has 

not flocked to see “Frankenstein” 
because it is a convincing melodrama. 

It would be in keeping with critical 
lamentations to believe that the nation 
had sunk into stupidity so deep it 
swallows whole a thriller which was 
fairly ridiculous to its first public, to 
a public which was certainly as aware 
of Shelley as it was of Franken- 
stein’s monster, but such contemptu- 
ous groanings are too easy. 

I think people, bereft of religion, 
the youthful hope of a glorious, free 
nation, the bumptious optimism of ex- 
plorers and frontiersmen, seize upon 
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By PARE LORENTZ 


whatever they can find in movie thea- 
tres, in books, in their lives, to find 
All of us know, of course, 
there is no Santa Claus, that love is a 
lot of hooey, that all emotion is a mat- 
ter of bio-chemistry and early feeding 
habits. We know, too, that no more 
dreadful culture exists in the world 
than that deposited by New England- 
ers in the Mississippi Valley, thence 
to the Pacific And nothing 
could be more ridiculous than the ma- 
terial jazz-singing of Aimee McPher- 
son. 


glamour. 


Coast. 


We: can take a melancholy pleasure 

in viewing the bilious entrails of 
American civilization through the 
sharp lenses of our young writers. But 
where can the farmer, the butcher, the 
baker and the undertaker, whose 
property been sold for taxes, 
whose minister belongs to the Rotary 
Club, whose liquor must be drunk be- 
hind darkened windows or in the hay 
loft, whose government sends him 
cheery jargon over the air, intermin- 
gled with crooning tenors, where can 
he find anything related to beauty, 
grace or religion? 

It is, of course, his own fault. It 
also will be his own fault if he sup- 
ports an adventuring Oklahoma farm- 
er for the Presidency, if he starts a 
tax rebellion, and if he whoops up a 
war with Japan in order to escape 
stifling boredom. He goes to “Frank- 
enstein” because he knows no better. 


has 





Recommended 


“Arrowsmith”’—Solemn but dull at- 
tempt at the Lewis novel, important 
because of Miss Hayes, Mr. Anson and 
Mr Bennett 


“Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde” 
trinket for the 


Amusing 
children, well-paced ane 


writter 
“Hell Divers”—Some idea of what we 
have to protect our filling stations in 


Shanghai 


“Monkey Business”—I just mention 
this for the people who have been hid- 
ing and haven’t heard about it. 


“Taxi”—Another tough Cagney com- 
edy, well up to the standard. 


















































Maybe. But I can’t help but feel that 
the gentlemen who do know better fail 
to see beyond a horizon bounded by 
speakeasies to the East and studios to 
the West. 


[" is amusing that a quack doctor al 

most was elected governor of Kan 
sas because he preached a goat-gland 
cure over the radio. It is amusing 
that a former governor of Oklahoma 
was almost impeached because of al- 
leged mystic, black-mass ceremonies 
which took place in the state house. 
But if I lived in Kansas such things 
would interest me more than the latest 
Tarkington novel, the newest eco- 
nomic aphrodisiac from the White 
House, or the latest Gershwin melody. 
After all, given the choice of listening 
to Senator Watson speak on the tariff, 
or the local minister speak about Sen- 
ator Wagner, or listening to Bing 
Crosby, or reading the latest Herges- 
heimer Saturday Evening Post serial, 
I would much prefer to put in a few 
hours listening to a gentleman talk 
about restoring the powers of love. 
(That’s one of the few things that the 
Republican party hasn’t laid to the 
world crisis.) 


Artes a decade of laboratory fiction 
and drama, I think even the 
bright boys are tired of the facts of 
life. Primitive as it is, “Franken 
stein” deals with the fanciful, the 
other world. And I think the produc- 
ers mistake the reason for its success. 
I doubt that “Freaks,” “The Murders 
in the Rue Morgue” (which inciden- 
tally has been changed into a farci- 
cal sex melodrama) or any of the 
other patent thrillers recently rushed 


through the mills will equal the 
success of Mrs. Percy B. Shelley's 
story. 


| HAVEN'T space to review it this tin 

but I recommend “High Pressure’”’ 
as a farce, well done in every depart 
ment including, believe it or not, Mr. 
Powell, the leading man. It’s 
good fun. 


very 
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Letters of a Self-Made Athlete 
1): an Pop: 


What a cut case of Scotch you 
turned out to be! When I wired you 
for dough last week and you sent a 
check, air-mail, I thought everything 
was kopesetic. But the noise that 
check made bouncing can still be heard 
over in Key West. Honest, they 
thought it was another ty phoon. 

You can imagine how I felt! Why, 
Katinka and her’ rotogravure’ boy 
friends pass me up like a dose of hay 
fever. I got the air from the hotel, 
and after a night standing in door 
ways I went over to Ashley Pidgeon, 
my old college pal turned night-club 
bouncer, and asked for a hand-out. 
He came through for the sake of old 
college days, and here I am. 

To make a little dough, I went down 
to the Everglades on Sunday and got 
fixed up into a wrasslin’ match with an 
alligator. This was for the news 
reels and two hundred bucks. I seen 
these guys do it on the screen and fig 
ured if some sawed-off Cracker could 
pull a trick like that, yours truly would 
find it a pushover. 

They put me ina pool with a sleepy 
looking traveling bag that looked 
like you a bit especially about the 
eves. The trick is to keep away from 
the tail. One slap with a ‘gator’s fin 
and you wake up kissing Medicine 
Avenue! This baby I tackled had no 
ring technic at all. In fact, I never 
saw a guy who was so anxious to go 
some place and lie down. I charged 
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“Riot? Earthquake?” 


“No—they just raised a professor’s salary.” 


around awhile, just to give the two 
bit customers their money’s worth. 
Finally an aeroplane spin did the trick, 
and | flipped ole Massa Gator. 

Well, I am repeating the act next 
Wednesday over in Miami. I got the 
same playmate, and believe me, they'll 
have to pep him up or the customers 
will think it’s a phoney! 





Now that the ball players are all 
ready to go, I think I'll moosey over 
and give the Yanks a chance to look 
me over. What a break for them! 

Ain't you ashamed about that check 
business? 

your son, 
“Seminole” Bull Perkins. 
Rex DEANE 


A Line on Liners 


TT y’RE building ships that will 
eclipse the giants of today ; 

The contemplated liner will be finer 
every way; 

It dwarfs the fleet by eighty feet and 
thirty thousand tons, 

But it can’t be any better than the 
old-time ones. 


The future queen will ply between 
New York and foreign ports, 
Equipped with gyms for restive limbs, 
and squash and tennis courts. 
The pool's so wide, on either side, you 

need a raft to swim to; 
But it’s not the giant greyhounds that 
I sing my present hymn to. 


Oh, not for me to cleave the sea at 
forty knots or over: 

To take one look at Sandy Hook and 
then be nearing Dover. 

I like a ship that makes the trip a 
long and glowing wonder, 

So slow of speed that drifting weed 
will beat us all to thunder. 

NorMAn R, JArrray 
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“See, Junior. 


This is the way to do it!” 








“Is he straining at a gnat?” 
“No, he swallowed a ‘Camel’ 
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JUDGING THE 


BOOKS. 


Weve always been a sucker for 


the tragic disintegration of a fille 
de joie, if you will pardon our 
“French.” Show us one without a fleck 
of Camille theatricality to an ounce 
of her peasant honesty; show her un- 
affected, naive, unmoral, and greatly 
the victim; show her inescapably sol- 
dered to her sordid art; show her in- 
exorably moving towards a pitiful end 
that carries her high into blessedness 
—and you have us. Long before Fate 
puts the finger on her (is this writ- 
ing!), we'll be reading thru a haze. At 
the death we'll be practically no use 
at all—a sentimental wreck, and at 
the grave you'll have to lead us away 
gently. It’s our great, soft heart. 

“That Girl,” therefore, by Jacques 
Deval, embodying these sad but not 
morbid ingredients, is thus our especial 
dish, and you can’t be mean enough not 
to like it. We hold it topnotch trag- 
edy, and we’re not playing tennis with 
superlatives when we say so. It just 
isn’t another book of the week, which 
is what a lot of our enthusiasms 
around here amount to. It counts. 

Placed mainly in the Canal Zone, it 
tells an unvarnished but potently 
simple and dramatically sweeping 
story of Cherie, who did it because she 
didn’t know better, and, once yanked 
from her homeland, was overwhelmed 
with one riding passion: To regain her 
beloved France, which she loved with 
a patriotism that amounted to a lust 
and would shame the entire French 
cabinet itself. To this end, she scrapes 
and skimps at her unsavory living to 
make the required passage money. But 
misfortune pursues her, and she dies 
as a sacrifice to the espionage system 
surrounding the Panama Canal. Iron- 
ically, she gets back to France—but 
doesn’t know it. 

All of this is told flawlessly by this 
Jacques Deval, who is rapidly be- 
coming our favorite Frenchman. Last 
year he ruined a few of our ribs laugh- 
ing over “Wooden Swords,” a funny 
war book. Now he has about-faced, 
and dealt out what they call a human 
document, which is also a non-nause- 
ating spy story—no mean feat for 
even an acrobat. 
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No®?¥ sees or appreciates the dif- 
ference between the old South 
and the new, as keenly as does Ward 
Greene, a journalist, who is not wast- 
ing his time on his novels. Nor has 
anybody put it down better. In “Weep 
No More” Ward recounts a few of the 
more serious changes. He finds the 
new southern girl may wed a _ boot- 
legger, a real wop of a gin-vender, 
who takes away her social position, but 
gives her love. More, perhaps, than 
the new-time southern gentleman who 
may be right mean to his real south- 
ern lady of a wife, sending her to 
drink and suicide. The old-time aris- 
tocrat of a spinster aunt is as liable as 
not to make herself a husband out of 
a lot of hot reading and radio crooner 
photographs (with the help of an urn 
of funeral ashes). As for the old- 
time southern lady, alas and alack! 
No longer the eye-dropping-down An- 
nabelle Lee of yesteryear, softness 
has fled her. She has become Clara 
Bow and Louisa M. Alcott on a raft. 


Nevertheless, despite all ironic | 


changes, Ward asks us to weep no 
more for the old South. There is no 
old South. The southern lady now 


faces her problems thru a_highball | 


glass, and the old Kentucky home, 
equipped with radio, mortgages and 
frigidaire, still clings together some- 
how. 


A FEW years ago a certain Chicago 
“4 genius whose chief contribution 
to letters has been the introduction of 
the word “can”, making it sound artis- 
tic, got himself muddled up in his 
marriage. So he promptly fled into 
print and produced two sensational 
novels on the matter. 

Whereupon, the Woman who dragged 
him from his Wife and Babe put out 
her version of the affair, a composite 
of malice, hurt feelings and Art. 

Now, as a slightly limping third, the 
original wife of the genius, who up to 
this time had taken no part in the 
royalties, suddenly brings out her side 
of the story, which is called “My First 
Husband.” This brings the total num- 
ber on this particular course up to 
Four, with the public pulse back to 
normal, and only the child of the genius 
to be heard from, plus a few interested 
spectators in the back of the gallery. 

You can therefore read your “My 
First Husband” or leave it alone. You 
will find it probably the clearest and 
simplest explanation of the whole 
muddle d’amour and about as enter- 
taining as last week’s Winchell. We 
do, however, think four confessions 
are sufficient in one little scandal du 
jour, and we'd like to complain about 
unnecessary prolixity. Besides, with 
so many repeated public washings, 
even dirty linen is reduced to a mere 
lot of linty shreds. 

—Tep SHANE 
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ilroads of the United States have led the way out of 
R’ past depressicns and they can be depended on to do 
their share now. America has always prospered when the 
railroads were prosperous, and it is worthy of note that 
the country, as a whole, never has been prosperous when 
the railroads were not. 

Missouri Pacific will do its share in the territory it 
serves . . . Embracing the Mississippi Valley between 
St. Louis and New Orleans, the Middle West between the 
Missouri River and the Rocky Mountains, and virtually 
all of the Great Southwest. 

River gateways served by the Missouri Pacific include 
Omaha, Kansas City, St. Louis, Memphis, New Orleans 
and many intermediate crossings. Every important port on 
the Gulf of Mexico from New Orleans to the Rio Grande 
River on the Mexican border is served by the Missouri 
Pacific Lines. They also serve the Brownsville, Laredo and 
El Paso gateways to Mexico and operate through service 
to the Pacific Coast by way of both El Paso and Pueblo. 

When you think of this vast empire, think of Missouri 
Pacific Lines—A Service Institution—providing superior 
passenger and freight service to every important gateway 
a o ce and community between the Mississippi River and the 

; 2 " Rocky Mountains and between the Missouri River and 

Mexico and the Gulf. 
The Missouri Pacific Lines—route of the Sunshine 
Special, the Scenic Limited and a fleet of other deluxe 
[+ , passenger and dependable freight trains. 


Dependable 

Freight and 

Passenger 
Service 





“A SERVICE INSTITUTION ” 


MISSOURI PACIFIC STAGES 





AUXILIARY TO MISSOURI PACIFIC LINES 
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JOIN THE 
Ss. F. T. P. 0. T. R.! 


( Society for the Prevention 
of Table Ruination 
























At Your Next 
COCKTAIL FEST 
BRIDGE PARTY 

or 
HIGHBALL JUBILEE 


Guard Against Gin Rings! 


Puta Dr. Seuss 


COASTER 


Beneath Every Glass 
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Hilarious Attractive 
Coasters Colors 
Dr. Seuss (Coaster Division 













JUDGE, 18 East 48th St., N. Y. City 


Dear Dr.: Please Enroll me ir mur Anti-Rine Ring 
I enclose Fifty Cents for ea Box of Eight 
Name 

Address... 

City and State 
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By Sidney 


S. Lenz 
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Juen thousands of contestants in 
a prize bridge contest submit as 
“it can’t be done,” 
there must be something about a prob- 


\ 


their best solution 


lem hand that presents certain phases 


of difficulty. Problem # 10 in the 
Jupee Contest was a tough nut. Like 


i fat 
there were apparently no outstanding 
points to catch hold of. 


champion Japanese wrestler, 





AaAK 
AG3 
AGA 
J AKS52 
a3 AaJ10 
Q109 KJIS75 
KJ8 > Q1097 
& QJ10763 Bos 
AQ98T6542 
$2 
& None 
With the Queen of Clubs as an 


opening lead, a Grand Slam at Spades 
was all that was asked of the North 
| and South Of the 
cards were double-dummy, 
the of 
known, “signals” 


players. 
played 
that 


was 


course 


which means location 


; every card so 


and “inferences” 


| 
. direct and brief, but nevertheless 


some of the solvers required twelve 


were not necessary. 


ONTESTANTS were requested to be 


pages of approximately 2,500 words to 
tell how it was done. That’s why we 
are a bit delayed in checking up the 
winners. It was no sinecure of a job. 
After reading eight pages of closely 
written matter on this problem by one 
solver, I had a idea that the 
writer knew what he was about, even 
though somewhat when I 
came to this sentence: “And for that 
Grand Slam absolutely 
Why, oh why, couldn’t 


vague 
verbose, 


reason, a is 


| impossible.” 





he have started his letter with this 
statement? 

The shortest, 100 per-cent correct, 
solution was the following: 

Trick (1) Diseard Diamond. (: 
Lead Spades. (4) Low Club. (5-6 
Lead Spades, discard Heart and Dia- 
mond. (7) Lead Spade, discard 
suit West has shortened. (8) Lead that 
suit. (9) Lead High Club. discard 
South’s doubleton. (10) Lead Club. 
(11) Lead Trump. 

A possible second Club discard by 
West was ignored, but such defense 
would have been so bad that it could 


hardly be rated an essential variation. 


> 
, 


a 


vet 


Many ingenious solutions contained 
flaws that would meet with defeat if 
perfectly defended. This solution was 
submitted by one of the dozen highest 
ranking players in the country. ( 
you locate the error? 


‘an 



















Trick 1 Fe () wm \N te 2 
2 H aN r a 2 
3 3 aK aj as 
1 ( m2 m9 as 
5 » 8 ‘ 5 ag 
6 J OA ? > 3 
7 7 & K 7 2 








8 Fe 10) ae 5 8 As 
9 9 6 9 ao 
10 SK ; 10 as 
11 10 &S UP | ai 
12 YQ QA kK ) 4 
13 aI 16 >Q Os 


At the tenth trick, West errs in dis- 
carding a Diamond. The correct dis- 
card of a Heart will defeat the prob- 
lem. 
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(Continued from page 21) 


small cards reading “Press.” They 
approach nurse and say, ““We’re from 
the rotogravure sections, and we'd like 
to photograph these children for the 
Sunday edition. There is absolutely 
no charge.” Nurse naturally gets all 
het up thinking what a pleasant sur- 
prise it will be for mamma and papa 
when they open their Sunday Roto 
and meet the smiling physogs of Ju- 
nior, Barbara, Nancy, Joan, and Peter. 
So she lets the gents set up the camera 
and do all the gratis snapping they 
like. Names and addresses are taken, 
and so far so good. A few days pass, 
and then one morning the doorbell 
rings at Jr., Barbara, etc.’s home. A 
hardboiled gent asks for mamma, who 
appears, and is told that this gent has 
some nice pictures he wants to sell her. 
When mamma says she is not inter- 
ested, the gent says, “Oh, yes, she is,” 
and pulls out some mounted photos of 
mamma’s little bunch of preciouses 
The gent is willing to let the three of 
them go for the modest sum of $25.00. 
Mamma is about to demur that she 
never ordered the pictures, knows 
nothing of them, and even if she 
wanted them, it would be too much to 
pay. Mamma, however, doesn’t do any 
demurring, for the gent is very hard- 
boiled-looking, and mamma _ immedi- 
ately becomes somewhat scared. Prob- 
ably the words “Racket” and “Spot” 
leap into her mind, so she meekly says 
all right, and complains about the 
price. There is a small bit of hag- 
gling, and the gent finally departs 
bearing about $18 for three pictures 
worth about three. And how about it, 
Mr. Mulrooney? Can’t you keep the 
parks clean for the children? 


Eye-Queues 


How many triangles of all sizes can 
you count in the following: 


WZ 
Pi WA 


| 
| 
| a 
A Boy and girl enter public school 


(not in Utah); give their names 
as Harry and Harriet Hamilton; claim 
































ACHING MUSCLES! 


CAN YOU AFFORD TO 
LET THEM LAY YOU OFF? 


ANY a day at work has been lost by 

people who permit themselves to 
suffer with muscular aches and pains. 
And, in times like these, who can afford 
to miss a single day? 


Don’t let aching muscles lay you up; 
it’s so easy to get relief. At the first sign 
of soreness, take Absorbine Jr. and rub, 
massage it on the paining parts. Al- 
most instantly, you will notice a glow- 
ing warmth of increased circulation—a 
peaceful relaxation of tired, cramped 
muscles—a wonderful easing of pain. 


This is because Absorbine Jr. is a safe 


“rubefacient.” Doctors will tell you that 
it helps to stir up sluggish circulation 


ABSORBINE @ 


for years has relieved sore muscles, muscular |= 
aches, bruises, burns, cuts, sprains, abrasions | == 








and thereby relieves the sore congestion 
in muscles. Since Absorbine Jr. will not 
blister, it ¢ an, be used with massage and 
therefore brings double- -acting relief 
from muscular aches and pains. 


For 40 years, Absorbine Jr. has been 
a favorite among coaches, trainers and 
athletes. It’s the wisest precaution 
against bruises, strains, sprains—against 
all kinds of muscular ailments. It is an 
excellent antiseptic. Price, $1.25. For 
free sample write W. F. Young, Inc., 
300 Lyman Street, Springfield, Mass. 
In Canada: Lyman Building, Montreal. 


i> 
DER. 
Used by 
Thousands for 
““ ATHLETE'S 
Ce FOOT” 








to be full brother and sister; claim 
further that they are both six years 
and one week of age to a day—but 
deny vehemently that they are twins. 
Could these claims and denial be cor- 
rect? 

Last week’s: No. 1: The prac- 
tical joker cruelly tendered, but did 
not actually hand. the dollar to any 
one of the blind men. Hence each 
thought one of their number had it, 
which he hadn't. 

No. 2: Plus 1300, plus 1500 and 
minus 3500, 


Best Steppers 
Honest, Really, Truly & I’m Only 
Gue i Pas.—Victor. 
Was That the Human Thing to 
Do?—Lown—Victor. 
Of Thee I Sing & Who Cares ?— 
Ohman & Arden—Victor. 
Dancing On the Ceiling & Just 
F riends—Columbia. 
Auf Wiedersehen, My Dear & Rain 
on the Roof—Alpert—Columbia. 
I Love a Parade & Music in My 
Fingers—Ohman & Arden—Victor. 
—JupGeE, Jr. 
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The Advanced Left Pivot Turn 


— 
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il 
\ Pd By 
\ i Arthur Murray 
\ America’s Foremost Dancing Instructor 


oa 
aes * MAN'S PART: 
\ 


|. Step forward on left, turn- 
\ ‘ ing one-quarter to left. 


\ 2. Step back on right, turning 
one-quarter to left. 


Do Not Hold \ \ 3. Left foot directly sideward 
Diagram in Hand, to left. 


, 


ASCs, 
S 


: f ne, + Y 
plece & om table! v by, 4. Draw right foot up to left. 
) Repeat from the beginning. 

Start \°2 


How I overcame my 
INFERIORITY COMPLEX 


—by becoming a good dancer! 





WHEN I think of the lonesome evenings I used to spend = 
sh 1 t an infertorit ! ex that made me so seit ” 
. I : t t YY = 
Ss whe I that | ‘ \W I Half the Fur n 
Life I was c i i t 1 
es 
we e w 
art thr Ww 
ache re 
feriority complex that had kept ! ] 
Astounding Results 
I w s ast noe 1! Wher I re l th t Artl y NI rra the farm Ss 
——— . j } . + ¢} remat hi. e st 
ed } ( € i ef 
T fr the I ' 
g ra I | I had 
; A 
I a few d s I i ] | 
r h : ’ I 
witl e best d I 
fice I had been da f I v I t 
ning of ‘ l of g let t 
. , People find 
No m | | y t 
thank Arthur M prom efui 
e : es 
I S 76, 
i iiae ae a a ee me ame eee ee ee ee ws ee ee ee ee ee ee ee oe 
in % r fe Arthur Murray's method makes you ARTHUR MURRAY, Studio 176 
a finished dancer. right in vour own home. without 7 East 43rd Street, New York, N..Y. 
music, partner, teacher t u don't have to pay | To prove that I can learn to dance at home, you may 
one cent. Simply mail the coupon below ar e | send me your famous ¢ n Dancit for only 
66-Lesson Dancing Course will be sent you me. | $2.97. plus a few cents postage I un nde stand that if 
imm .} ° returr » r 5 
liately When it arrives, pay the postman on! . «! lelighted I may ¢ Bg Cow " b days 
$2.97, plus a few cents d elivery charges Then 
use it for 5 day s—study it—practice the steps 
See for yourself how easy it is to become a f Mab. (0 cies un nk ss ehons ecbaekbenniniaseasmaedan 
ished dance yught after, popular—the Arthur 


Murray way cad if you're not absolutely de- | 
lighted with the results, simply return the Course | Address 
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Judging the Sports 
(Continued from page 6) 
underdrawers. I had seen him before 
At the golf course. 
When Jones and Hagen were doing 
their stuff, and doing it supremely 
well, and before crowds that numbered 


in his scanties. 


high into the thousands. 


N my time, I have covered many golf 
championships, and I list these ef- 
forts above all others in the matter of 
physical drudgery (no kidding), and 
loyalty of service (pleeze, I’m a sol- 
dier at heart). They were always so 
trying that it used to be soul-comfort 
ing to reflect that when November 
came I could sit through a pleasant 
blizzard in the uncovered stands and 
write how lousy Harvard was against 
Yale. This, I hasten to add, was B. 
H{.. meaning before Horween’ or 
Hlusing. 
jut as a golf reporter, I was per- 
mitted certain privile ges that were de- 
After ga! 
oping furiously from one green to an- 
other, generally about 1500 kilometres 
in distance, I was allowed the courtes\ 


nied the cash customers. 


of stiff-arming my way through eigh- 
teen lave rs of humanity. I usually got 
through in time to see Jones or Hagen 
pick up his ball. 

I have always wondered just how 
much golf old Gus ever saw at these 


championships. Obviously, at the out 


set. he went to see how Jones drove 
nd Hagen putted. But what could 

see? What can anybody see in a 
limited area with thousands in front 
of you? At the most, the top of a cap 
or a scattered view of a pair of male 
inkles. You can see much more at one 
of Prof. Minsky’s burlesque shows. 


ror le SS money. 


I wrote in an earlier paragraph that 
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SPEAKING OF THE oA 
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COMMUNICATE WITH KETCHAM 
General Agent, ll West 42nd is New York 


LONDON AND NORTH EASTERN 
RAILWAY 
OF ENGLAND AND SCOTLAND 





I didn’t dare pick an All-American 
I take that back. 
I had forgotten the night that Tunney 
heat Dempsey in Philadelphia when 
140,000 people sat through a beating 
rainstorm, and paid from $50 to $5 for 
the mildewed ecstasy. 


team of sports saps. 


T° my mind, that was the most re- 

markable demonstration of glut- 
tony on the part of any given number 
of people in the history of this coun- 
try—a paid for, and thoroughly satis- 
fied personal abuse. Here was an ex- 
hobo and a product of New York’s 
lower west side, meeting in a prize 
fight that could in no way influence 
the affairs of the world, or heighten 
anybody's individual position in life. 

And yet, these 140,000 people sat 
there in the rain, soaking symbols of 
a comic-supplement modernity. In 
like circumstances an all-star cast of 
Edison, Wright, Fulton, 
Franklin, and Lincoln would have 
plaved to empty seats. (That guy 
Wright, incidentally, invented the air- 
plane. I write this, parenthetically, 
because most people seem to believe 
Lindbergh did.) 

It wasn’t even a good fight, either. 
I don’t say this because I picked 


Einstein, 


‘ 
29 


Dempsey. I like that hidy-di stuff in 
my fights. Tunney never gave me that. 
Watching him was like watching some- 
body from Vermont whittle. Dempsey 
used to take an ax. Maybe I’m just a 
vulgarian. I still like to go into a 
railroad station beanery and douse my 
vittles in catsup. 

P. S.—And if there is anybody who 
would like to get a bet out of me that 
Dempsey wouldn’t have spattered 
Tunney all over Ohio that afternoon 
in Toledo, I'll guarantee you I'll sit 
down and show how wrong you are. 
This goes for Gentleman Gene himself, 


In the Rough 


Mss witH A Bearp—I want a hair- 
4 


cut, singe and shampoo. I want 

my moustache clipped, and beard 

trimmed, and—er—where can I put 

this cigar? 

Barsper—Would you mind keeping 

it in your mouth, sir? It'll be a sort 
of a landmark. 


—STREATHAM NeEws 


We're mighty sorry to see Japan 
and China fighting, but it is interesting 
to stand by and watch a war that 
seems to be paying its own way. 

—SovuTHERN LUMBERMAN 
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Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 252 
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HAVING A BABY 
IN NEW YORK? 


Then consider The Croydon, the 
ideal apartment hotel for expec- 
tant mothers, because : — 








1. Suites have complete kitchens. 





2. You can live as privately as in 
an apartment house but full hotel 
service may be had when desired. 









































3. You may prepare meals in your 
suite or use hotel dining room 














service, whichever you prefer. 





4. Near several leading hospitals. 





























5. Just a step from Central Park, 
yet very convenient to everything. 


6. Lots of fresh air and quiet. 





Apartments of 2, 3, 4 or more 
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rooms by the day, month or year, 
furnished or unfurnished; with full 
hotel service or with none at all. 
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W. ite for a free copy of our ser- 
vice manual which describes in 
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specialists so often recommend 


detail the many reasons why baby - 
The Croydon to expectant mothers. 





























85 




















Submitted by Mary Anne Sawyer, New York City. 
Horizontal 
The 


What weeds flourish on 
». A staggering example 
9. A skin you love to touct 
. A good place to throw the bull. 


12 EAST 86" ST.->>NEW YORK > Sane 


This is bound to go to your head. 


Groce re Burreast . Narrow escapes for lovers 
NDER Tas : ' a 
ineos. T. . A dug-out. 


A suit for the defense 
Lieutenants (abbr 
A possessive female. 
3. A secret receptacle. 
25. An extremity 
JUDGE PAYS $10 6. This profits by future events. 
28. A friend of France 
For each Cross Word Puzzle accepted +4 — fighters. 
from its readers. 34. An evening resort. 
5. An Arabian yacht. 
his is certainly a help. 
How everything looks when you've got the blues. 
Ahead of the mode. 
. This is always under foot 
TI . The support of the whole family. 
EG-O-MA . What you do with your car after the second year. 


This is always being pitched out. 























1 53. A vacant seat in the subway 
BRIDGE SETS d\ Bee 55. What ten times one dollar makes. 
57. What lovers do when things look dark. 
: . 59. A spirit of mischief. 
A tie up. 
Muscular exercise 
Powder. 
The last laugh 
Boy's name. 
The most interesting kind of conquests. 
This is wet in Spain 
A salt (not a sailor). 
How to avoid payment of bills. 
This pertains to Asia. 
This is used to get your goat. 
What any golfer would rather make than money. 
‘here you are when you're not here 
Something toads give besides hops. 
The end of the pretext. 


FOR THE MODERN 5. A pet name for Tess. ? 
Automatic table . .. All Vertical 
legs open and close with 
one motion .. . Compact, 
comfortable folding 
chairs have the appear 
ance of real chairs. 

RIGID .:- SIMPLE 
BEAUTIFUL 
Sold At Leading Department or Furniture Stores 
QOGRAINE METAL MFG. CO. 352 FOURTH AVE, NEW YORK, Mm OL 
The Leg-O-Matic table and 
shown a j 
the Lenz-Culbertson Contract Bridge 
Contest recently played. 











It takes four of these to make room for you. 
A person with high blood pressire. 

What Dumb Dora is besides being dumb. 

A soloist. 

A regular hang-out. 

What the bride’s shower turned into. 

This gets you into deep water. 

The kind of trunk that never goes traveling. 
These are given to movie stars gratis. 

What Cinderella gave the Prince at midnight. 
This man holds the whip hand. 

These always have pressing engagements. 
Aromatic plant 





HS Serene eere 





The way to be an Interior decorator. 
Parking space. 

A spirit-raiser. 

Man’s name. 

What you did last week if you were lucky. 
A shady proposition. 

This never takes to the water. 

A knight errant. 

This makes a good collar ad even if it is stout. 
It takes a woman to catch on to this. 

This is where you'll get stuck. 

A tree-sitter. 

If you continue this way you'll get the cold shoulder. 
How a hermit spends his time. 

A sole rejuvenator. 

A gold-digger’s nugget. 

The leavings of a party. 

The thing to do when your motor’s stalled. 
The kind of pupils that see ahead. 

These veer you to the other side. 

A party promoter. 

This is full of chinks. 

One who sees red. 

How you feel the morning after. 

A heavenly sign. 

False alarms. 

An island resort. 

Two-thirds of the answer. 

A snow bird. 

1/746 horsepower. 

A soaking. 

This makes dancing easier. 

The other woman. 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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a rplain it to the sergeant—he’s 
married—lI ain’t!” 
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Pvuc—Two more miles and I] 
won’t have to do any road work 


tomorrow! 








Perfectly Possible 


Vt.—The 
pantry in the home of John Segale 
was shut off from the rest of his home 
today as the result of “padlocks” pro 


RUuTLanp, kitchen and 


ceedings successfully brought by 
State’s Attorney Jack A. Crowley. 
Mr. Crowley told Judge Sherburne 
that six raids had been made on 
Segale’s home, and while no alcohol 
had been found, evidence of alcohol 
was present.—NV. Y. Herald Tribune. 


\ Titxes-Barre, Pa.—District <A! 
torney H. J. A. Collins was 
granted an injunction yesterday and 
immediately instituted proceedings to 
“padlock” the stomach of F. H. Cas 
sebeer, who has been found lying in 
the gutter over six times. Cassebeer 
will be forced to come up to the 
county jail three times a day to have 
the padlock opened for his meals. 


CAMBRIDGE, Mass.—State Police, 
led by Lieutenant O’Shea, instituted 
padlock proceedings against the hip 
pocket of a full-dress suit owned by 
Cabot L. Farrington, Harvard sopho 
more. Repeated charges had_ been 
preferred that Farrington carried al 
cohol in the pocket and, although no 
alcohol had been found, evidence of 
alcohol was present. The padlocking 
was done by Police Matron McGilli- 
cuddy with a needle and thread. 


New York Crry.—An injunction 
was granted last night to padlock the 
bathtub in the apartment of Raymond 
B. Finley, and officers went to Fin 
ley’s apartment, boarded up the bath- 
tub and securely locked it. 
had been made and, although no evi 


Six raids 


dence of alcohol had been found in it, 
there had been a strong odor of juni- 
per juice present. 

-ARTHUR SILVERBLATT 


Ambitions of a Golfer 


pest Season—To get under 120. 
Second Season—To get under 

110, 

Third Season to Sixth Season—To 
get under 100. 

Seventh Season to Fifteenth Sea 
son—to get under 95. 

Sixteenth Season to Twentieth Sea 
son—to get under 90. 

Twenty-first Season to Thirtieth 
To get under 100. 

Thirty-first Season to Fortieth Sea 
son—To get under 120. 

Forty-first Season Onward 


Season 


To get 
all the way around the course. 


J.C. E. 


s\ 


. i —< 


Good Hosts need Abbott’s Bitters! 
50c bottle 25c. P. O. Box No. 44, 
Baltimore, Md.—Advt. 
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AT ANY RATE 


The Barbizon-Plaza is a grand 
place to stay 


At our new low rates 
It's the Smartest Place to Stay 





$3 a Day . $17 a Week . $68aMonth&up 





Including Continental Breakfast 





Every room with bath and radio 





Innumerable cultural and 


Entertainment privileges 





Fashionable yet convenient location 





Facing Central Park 





For reservations telephone Circle 7-7000 
or write for Booklet J 


BARBIZON-PIAZA 
HOTEL 


101 West 58th St., New York 











CROSS WORDS 
and 
LAUGHTER 
Combine the two! 
JUDGES’ 
3rd CROSS WORD PUZZLE 
BOOK 
has a laugh in every solution! 
Order your copy now at $1.50 from 
JUDGE PUBLISHING CO. 
18 E. 48th St., New York City 








DETROIT'’S 


FINEST UPTOWN HOTEL 


+ + is near the General 
Motors, Fisher and New 


Center Buildings, also 


automobile plants. 


A courteous thoughtful staff. 


Excellent Cuisine. 


Luxurious rooms at $3.00 per day. 


THE 


Abinaton 


at 700 SEWARD 
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Have you seen Judge—Recently? 














“To my charming wife; 


so they tell me!” 


“So they tell me. too...” 


OOD word-of-mouth advertising is the best 

that any product can possibly hope for. It 
is most sincere—the most devoid of bunk. Other 
people are giving it out, free, every day of the 
year. Your product must take it and like it. 


Jupce is liking it. We are hearing nice things 
about us. We may be crazy, but it certainly looks 
as though more people are discovering that 
America’s oldest humorous magazine is also 
America’s most entertaining. This is JupGE’s 
idea, precisely. It has been. from the start. It 
seems it’s working out. 


If you like to click a glass to Laughter. the 
coupon below will bring you a whole year’s case 
of it, mellowed and uncut. 

“Here's how!’ 








— ow 3-19-32 ENCLOSED FIND FIVE DOLLARS 
tast 48th Street 
New York, N. Y. NAME . bees veceneenenageia 
S () ADDRESS... oh ovtinaaines 
A whole year ~ 0 can 
of laughs for 
| STATE 


























CTHE THEATRE 


(Continued from page 16) 


sophical equipment that even when he 
struggles to get his feet out of the 
molasses and to present himself mo- 
mentarily in the light of a cynic, as in 
the present play, his cynicism is so 
obviously artificial and strained and 
so obviously at odds with his personal 
beliefs that it gives him the air of a 
eunuch loftily trying to persuade visi- 
tors in the vestibule that they will find 
nothing to interest them in the harem. 
Mr. Milne’s cynicism, indeed, is even 
more gagging than his gentle whimsi- 
cality. In both directions, he is too 
soupy for comfort. That his plays 
are still to the taste of certain British 
dramatic critics and children is not to 
be gainsaid. But as for myself, I 
uniformly find that I must protect my 
reputation and critical standing in the 
community by leaving them long be- 
fore they are finished, lest otherwise 
such persons as may still be present 
in the audience conclude that I have 
turned idiot. 

Mr. Charles Hopkins has wasted a 
very fair company of players on the 
picklewash and has unnecessarily kept 
Frank Wilstach up late at night. 


Nathan Recommends 


“Mourning Becomes Electra” (Alvin)—O’Neill 
takes the Greek drama on a visit to Freud. 
The season's most worthy dramatic exhibit. 

“Face the Music’ (New Amsterdam)—A 
gay and brilliantly staged razz of the New 
York police force, courts and show business 

“There's Always Juliet” (Empire)—Excellent 
performances by Edna Best and Herbert 
Marshall in a very adroit comedy by John 
Van Druten. 

“Of Thee I Sing” (Music Box)—The best 
satirical music show that the American the- 
atre has had. 

“The Left Bank” (Little)—A_ sharp little 
comedy on the literary fakes who hot-foot it 
to Paris to find inspiration. 

“The Cat and the Fiddle” (Globe)—A melodi 
ous Singspiel, tastefully produced. 

“The Animal Kingdom” (Broadhurst)—A 
well-handled comedy with sacred and profane 
love turned upside down. 

“The Laugh Parade” (Imperial)—For all 
those who consider Ed Wynn a tonic clown. 


Nathan Recommends—With 


Reservations 


“Counsellor-at-Law” (Plymouth)—The legal 
profession viewed through Elmer Rice’s sar- 
donic eyes. Some of it is good, some of it 
obvious. 

“Reunion in Vienna” (Beck)—M. and Mme. 
Lunt at their best in a mild comedy spoofing 
the psychoanalysts. 

“Cynara” (Shubert)—Rather better than 
usual sex comedy-drama, some of it handled 

with dramatic originality. 

“Blessed Event” (Longacre)—Rough-shod but 
occasionally acute melodramatic comedy deal- 
ing with still another phase of Broadway life 


Notes on Other Exhibits 


“Whistling in the Dark” (Barrymore)— 
Comedy-melodrama pastime with moments of 
amusement 

“Wild Waves” (Times Square)—It tries to 
do to the radio what “Once in a Lifetime” did 
to the movies. It fails. 

“Trick for Trick” (Harris)—Routine mystery 
stuff enlivened with stage legerdemain. 

“Monkey” (Mansfield)—An amusing perform- 
ance by an actor named Whorf, bucks up ar 
obvious murder mystery dido. 

“Springtime for Henry” (Bijou)—The first 
twenty minutes are very sauceful, but the rest 
save for a few minutes, goes pretty flat. 

“Hay Fever” (Avon)—Revival of the Noe! 
Coward comedy. Only moderately diverting 

“The Moon in the venew River” (Guild) 
See the following issu 

“The Good Fairy” (Miller) —It’ s time Molnar 
again wrote something up to his old standard 

“The Devil Passes” (Selwyn)—Not to the 
taste of this low rooster. 
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No Headline 
No “‘Talk’’ 


_ Just a Picture 
ofa 
|< Waistline 


and a Coupon 











The Steelflex C orporation of America 
Dept. 623, 1785 East 11th St., Cleveland, Ohio 


tYes—I’ ll Give You a Week to Prove 
| ! That the Flexroll Rowing Machine— at 
y °¢.95 — Will Reduce My Weight, In- 
crease My Strength, Improve My Health. 


Just send me one, delivery charges collect. I am to have the privilege of FREE EX- 
AMINATION upon arrival. If pleased with its appearance I will deposit the pur- 
chase price ($7.95) with the Express Company, to be held by them for 6 days pending 
my final decision after trying the FLEXROLL. If I do not notify the Express Company 
to return my money and return your rowing machine, they are to remit to you. It 
is understood there are no further payments of any kind. 
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IIT oii aces cia ice ia abcd aa oubniated cated atin cele aed Gis eaten lea eet dade ita dees 
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[| NOTE: Our finest rowing machine, the ROWFLEX HEALTH GLIDER, has 
g aluminum Yacht-shaped prow and other superior appointments. If desired, place 
X in square at left. 








Price $11.85, and well worth it. Canadian and Foreign Prices on Request. 
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eo“ The HOLE Fruit 
Flavor... 


Rica, juicy...brimming with refreshing flavor 
-«-Orange, Lime, Lemon and Grape Life Savers... 
with the HOLE fruit flavor...a taste sensation that 
has captivated millions overnight. 


Each Life Savers Fruit Drop is literally packed with 
cooling, thirst-quenching flavor...like the fruit itself 
.--80ld in the famous roll package handy for pocket 
or purse...foil-wrapped to keep weather out and 
flavor in. 


Buy this Amazing Foursome...the “flavorites” of a 
nation...and don’t forget the popular Life Savers 
mint flavors...Pep-O-mint, Wint-O-green, Cl-O-ve, 
Lic-O-rice, Cinn-O-mon and Vi-O-let...a flavor for 
every taste. 


4“ 
All candy products having the distinctive shape of Life Savers are manufactured by Life Savers, Inc. 





QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMA! 


